VOICES IN SILENCE 


The Complete Lyrics 


All original music and lyrics are 
© FLOATING STONE MUSIC 


In some instances the printed lyric may 
differ from the sung due to accidental or 
deliberate changes made while recording. 


BEAM 


Caught unawares by Dawn, 
Wrapped in soft morning calm, 
Called from dream to dream. 
Sky hung with night's cold sway, 
Sun burned the mist away, 
Crystal broke the beam. 


Strangely appealing 


How simple and real 
Some things can appear... 


1991 


AFTER ANOTHER (ONE MORE DOWN) 


Setting off on another. 
No regrets at the start. 
One more try at attempting. 
Write the script, play the part. 
But the night 
Is painting pictures of light 
In the morning's eyes 
And I, lost in surprise, 
Waking as wide as the suns are in the skies. 
But it's all so familiar 
More of less of the same. 
Déja vu you might call it, 
If it needed a name. 
But a twist in time 
Can catch you nodding. 
You miss the signs 
When the lines are drawn. 
Above 
Below 
Behind 
And beyond. 
It all gets where it's going 
Eventually 
And it starts with a knowing 
Then just goes on to be 
Until at last 
Subtle Circles are sung 
And the singing sounds to the end 
and beyond. 
Then returns 
To be sung again. 


1980 


TEMPUS FUGIT'S BLUES 


I fell through a hole in reality 

And landed here on your plane 

With so little time and so much to do. 

Got to get to find a way to get me got back home again. 
So I woke up one morning and I stole a horse 

And a skinfull of starberry wine 

And disappeared easy as a raven in the Sun 

I got a morning candle wonder burning 

box o' songs locked in my mind. 


So if somebody asks me 

Why do I dance in the rain 

I tell 'em how I found a Pot Plant 

Growing out of my brain 

And ere the season's fled, I'm gonna harvest my head 
Then if I fill my shoes with fly-shit 

I'll save the money for the plane. 


Y'see "Fly-shit is lighter than gravity, 
Otherwise how could the little bastards 
crap on the ceiling?" * 


Yes it's a bellfully bowl of depravity 

In their world of games and pain 

And me, I'm always sittin’ on the cold line spittin ' 
On the smitten ones but then again 

I never said that I was sane. 


1968/1971 


* from "Ego Trips" by Fred Schrier (Mother's Oats Comix #1) 


LULL 


Dreams and dreamers meet in time 
Time in rhythm 

Rhythm timed to the dream-line 

And the rhythm dreams the rhyme. 
With time in tune 

The tune in time 

Soothes the sleeper, sings the rhyme 
To the dreaming mind. 


1991 


JUST DIGGIN' IT 


Set your mind for the coming time. 
Heed the summoning call. 

Set your eyes free to see the sign. 
Find the answer in all. 


Turn to the Sun 

Sing your praise to the One 
that goes on and on. 

As Above, So Below 

first you learn then you know 
It goes on and on. 


Take your time, don't get too High too fast 
Learn to swim before you try to fly. 

It just gets harder the harder you try 

to find the truth in each convincing lie. 


Turn to the Sun 

Sing your praise to the One 
that goes on and on. 

As Above, So Below 

first you see then you know 
It goes on and on. 


What you are is what you do 

and what you do is what is you. 

The Tripper is illusion, 

the Tripping is too. 

The Trip and nothing but the Trip is true. 


Turn to the Sun 

Sing your praise to the One 
that goes on and on. 

As Above, So Below 

first you dream then you know 
It goes on and on. 


1987 


"The Sun On The 
Strings" features 
four guitars playing 
a repeating theme. 
They are: a 1971 
Martin D12-18, a 
1973 Martin D35, a 
1910 Gibson "Style 
O", and a 1967 
Gibson SG with 
percussion added 
by a Bodhran. 


I WENT TO THE CITY 


is a poem by Kenneth Patchen that I 
set to music in 1967 


COLLECTED POEMS 
KENNETH PATCHEN 


CONFLICT/RETREAT 


Somewhere in a broken distance 
Something makes a distant sound. 
Single acts of resistance 
And the realing comes around. 
Somehow you never quite 
Realize the game. 
The next in line is approaching 
A mirror-mask of false remorse. 
Every action is encroaching 
A misdirection of the force. 
Faces like ill-spent coins 
Offer you the blame. 
Shadows hold you in their silence 
You only lose them in the night. 
Once you are driven to reliance 
You lose the freedom of the light. 
Anything can be called 
If you know the name. 
There is no solace on the mountain 
The thunder will not let you rest. 
You are not nourished by the fountain 
You are not strengthened by the test. 
And when the moment comes 
All becomes the same. 
Strange how it always comes repeating 
The cycle never seems to end. 
It's all advancing and repeating 
Tho' you may break you dare not bend. 
And when you see it all 
All is yours to claim. 


MOEBIUS DREAM 


In the dream I was waiting for the Sun to grow old. 
It's the first cold day of the year. 

Did I feel it was coming ? Was it something I was told? 
Will I know how to know when it's near? 


In the moment of seeing past the moment you're in. 
Everything, everywhere, everywhen. 

Past the end of all endings to begin to begin. 

It was here once, now it's here once again. 


Wide awake and I'm waiting, but for what I don't know, 
But it isn't a long wait away. 

And I'll be there to greet it and to help it to grow, 

All I am, all I do, all I say. 


1989 


SECOND-HAND FEET REVISITED 


The Morning Star strayed a bit too far 

And got lost in the blaze of noon. 

The little dog laughed seriously 

And the dish made a plate of the Moon. 
Swift as song and sweet as verse 

This better couldn't get much worse 

And the night's as dark as a shadow's curse 
So far from the next dawning. 


Sometimes you find the ties that bind 
Too tight to tie you're dreams. 

And to learn to be is to be Free, 

If what is what it seems. 

Waiting can't be done without 

To do what must be done. 

To sing away the night's cold wait 
While waiting for the Sun. 


The Serpent Crown and the Eyes of Ancient Stone 
Above the Stars 

That circle in the Absolute 

While we tool 'round in cars. 

Laser-beam and candle flame. "All That Is Is Light". 
Time and Space and the Human Race 

Begin with just a Name. 


Too fast, too slow, you never know... 

It may be the right speed. 

When if you find out how to go, 

You'll get the what you need. 

But if you gather more than that,you'll bow beneath the weight. 
‘Cause gravity is a fickle friend, 

Just as no more real than Fate. 


"A Binscarth Marganie" and "The 
Grumbling Baker" are two tunes 

in the Celtic tradition written in the 
early '70s. 

They're played on over-dubbed Fiddle 
and Tenor Banjo with Spoons adding 
the percussion. 

A Jaw Harp is also involved. 


FATA MORGANA 


Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing me of beauty as bright as the morning. 
Ah, Love - sing to me. 

Sing me of loving as long as the night. 

Ah, Love - sing to me. 

Sing me of dreaming and sing me of warning. 
Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing me of darkness and sing me of Light. 


Here we stand at the edge of Eternity 

Caught in our moments and trapped in out life. 

We can be bornless, we can be anything 
Reality shaped by the mind's shining knife. 


Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing me the Moon and sing me the Sun. 
Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing me of wonders and deeds to be done. 
Ah, Love - sing to me. 

Sing me forever and sing me of now. 

Ah, Love - sing to me. 

Sing me of why and sing me of how. 


We have seen devils that darken the night sky. 
We have angels that brighten the Sun. 

We have seen visions and we have seen music. 
We've seen the many and we've known the One. 


Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing me tomorrow and sing me today. 

Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing me the weaving and sing me the Way. 
Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing me of mysteries ancient and lost. 

Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing me the price snd sing me the cost. 


Patterns are woven of subtle designing, 

Memories spun on the Wheel of Time. 

Those who have eyes see the Sign and the Signing. 
Poets who wake become dreamers who rhyme. 


Ah, Love - sing to me. 

Sing me in languages angels have have sung. 
Ah, Love - sing to me. 

Sing me the Balance that's only begun. 

Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing to me softly and sing to me sweet. 

Ah, Love - sing to me 

Sing me the song of the day we will meet. 


THE KITCHEN TABLE 


I took the time, I took the trouble, 

I took a toke. I took all I could get. 

It's goin' fine, it's goin' nowhere, 

It's goin 'round it just ain't got here yet. 


It's only Life. Don't let it get ya. 

The more it changes, the more it stays the same. 
You got t' do more than they let ya, don't just 
Change the players...you gotta change the game. 


It can be strange, it can be bruisin', 

It can be wonders and it can be dreams. 
Sometimes it can be so confusin' 
Sometimes it can almost be what it seems. 


It's only Life. Don't let it get ya. 

The more it changes, the more it stays the same. 

You got t' be more than they'll let ya. 

Don't just change the players...you gotta change the game. 


The world's alive. The world's abounding. 
The world's revolving on a rimless wheel. 
It sets the Signs. It draws the Patterns. 
It's what you think, it's also what you feel. 


It's only life. Don't let it get ya 

The more it changes, the more it stays the same. 

You got t' do more than they'll let ya. 

Don't just change the players...you gotta change the game. 


If I die too soon, well, ya know what killed me 

And if I live forever it's 'cause I still kiss the sky. 

When the roads turn strange, and the hills grow steeper, 
When it's all or nothing you can only try. 


It's only life. Don't let it get ya. 

The more it changes the more it stays the same. 

You got t' be more than they let ya. 

Don't just change the players you got to change the game. 


1990 


SEEQUENCE 


And when it calls you to sleep 

There is nothing to do but dream. 

Even when you're awake, 

nothing's ever the way it seems. 
Ah,but the days just fade away. 
Memories make the moments pause 
but they can never make them stay. 


In the drift of the dawn 

You have wandered from stone to stone. 

To the dusk of the day 

And the answers are still not shown. 
Ah,but some things are slow decay. 
As we call each other to recall 
And we gather again to play. 


1975 


RECOGNITION 


Time was passing as it sometimes does- 

Not too fast and not too slow. 

I was stranded in a dismal waste, 

Waiting for a way to go. 

Concentration is too diffused in this place. 
Where the heart has lost it's wondering 
Ceased its seeking for a reason why. 
Settled numbly into just-what-is, 
Too soon to lose the will to try. 


Fever-locked into a callous dream, 

First in passion, then in pride. 

Loss of focus and intentioning, 

When you find yourself, where can you hide. 

Nothing more than to slam the door in its face. 
When an old voice said to me, 
"Where I am you may also be." 
Every individuality 
Is a fragment of the unity. 


Life was passing as it sometimes will - 
Crawling-crazy, off-the-wall. 

I was picturing a distant high, 

Somewhere that I could somehow see it all. 


The Star I'm holding burns bright as any in space. 


When you realize what comes to be 
Becomes another memory, 
Nothing's ever what it has to be. 
Recognition is what sets you free. 


1989 


SOLAR TRANCE MISSION 


Hot August sun, I do recall 
Still a dog's age 
From the waiting Fall. 
Solar-powered days of ease. 
Warm apples from the back-lane trees 
And walk the heat of the afternoon down 
Psuedo-country roads 
Musical mind played a simple tune 
But the words arrive in code. 


"TO SET THIS HUMAN ZOO AFLAME 

WITH RIGHT'NING FIRES AGAINST THE NIGHT. 
CALL SUN AND MOON TO POLAR SAME 

A POINT EXISTING IN EXTENDED LIGHT." 


And in the wake of the Summoning, 
Wild forces came. 

Golden stallions and silver mares 
And a Word becomes a Name. 


1999 


Ri ADS Bi 
Y AR ANE 


"Moliarencan 
Phawny" is 

a piece for 
solo guitar 
with a few 
added drone 
notes. 

It was written 
in the early 
1970s when I 
was jealous 
of guitarists 
who played up 
and down the 
neck so the 
left hand is 
stationary 
with only the 
pinkie finger 
moving. 


FAR FROM GONE 


Out here in the wild lands, time is kinder. 
Between air and earth, we get some things done. 
There's always a clue, always a reminder. 
And the pale soul of the Moon dreams of the Sun. 


When distance is drawn, Space is offended. 

Too eager to walk, too cautious to run. 

We try to ignore what waits to be mended. 

And the dreaming eye of the Moon looks to the Sun. 


It's always the same, it's always different. 

Sometimes there's too much, sometimes there is none. 
So little is used, so much is misspent. 

And the soft heart of the Moon calls to the Sun. 


Out here we can light the stars, we can celebrate 
To be what we are and what we've begun. 

In Eternity, there's always time to wait. 

And the cold light of the Moon warms to the Sun. 


REQUIEM FOR THE ROSES 


The dark scent of Autumn 
is under the night breeze. 


Summer is fading and barely begun. 


Winter, forgotten in 
soft haze-bright gold time, 


whispers again in the memory's maze. 


Dark are the visions 

and sombre the Season, 
Cold as a warning 

and swift as a lie. 

Soft as a sense 

and hard as reason. 
We're what we've become 


and we're locked in our ways. 


Shadow's incisions 

cuts light into pixels, 
dimming the day 

and drawing the night. 

Time should shift softly, 

not change like a channel 
but the dark scent of Autumn 
is hiding the Sun. 


1993 


TACERE 


Buried thunder rolls the strongest, 
Louder than the cold machine. 
What is hidden lasts the longest, 
What is will be what has been. 
And not a moment 
Is lost or is caught in 
The time-webs or woven 
And tangled in the web of lies. 


Nothing is ever forgotten. 


All that is asked of you is to try. 


1991 


INVERSION 


Flame to the candle, moth to the flame 
Everything is and will be if you give it a name. 
Cost of illusion 
The impotent eye. 
Price of inclusion- 
To live in the lure and the lie. 
All of it everywhere, and always there's more. 
You find the key and you find every wall is a door. 


Time and Space narrow as the moment draws near. 
Fluid reality flows and Infinity's here. 

Hanging suspended in moment of birth, 

Fire above Water inverted above Air and Earth. 


Mystery's mother opens her door 
One into Two becomes Three 
And in Three there is Four. 


Into the Morning, out of the Night. 
Consciousness born of the soul is the seed of the Light. 
Wake to becoming, 
the eye of the heart opens. 
Confusion to what is 
and where begin starts. 
What you hear now is Eternity's call. 
All that you see is all real and all part of the All. 


1990 


DE NIHILO 


The truth of the matter 

Is that Nothing matters, and Matter 
Is nothing but Nothing 

With specific function in space. 


If Nothing is Something, 

Is it nothing more, or more Nothing? 

Or is there just nothing more than Nothing 
More than Nothing, Something or not? 


Or is it that Something 

Is something more than more Nothing 
If only more Nothing 

But it has it all in one place? 


So if we see Nothing 

Even though we see it as Something, 
Is Nothing the Matter 

That we see as something we see? 


And how do we see it? 

And stranger yet, how do we Be it? 
Since we too are Matter 

And that's nothing more than 

The truth of the matter.. ... 


1991 


THE BARS ARE ALWAYS SHINIER ON THE OTHER CAGE 


Beat the trumpet! 

Blow the drum! 

On with the Idiots Ball. 

Its all for some 

and none for me. 

Define my options legally. 

Tell me what I'm allowed to be 
if I want to be at all 

and dance at the Idiots’ Ball. 
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ARISE 


O Arise! 

Your bones are joined together. 
Your members are returned to you. 
You have received your Head. 
SHAKE OFF THE DUST!! 


From "The Egyptian Book Of The Coming Into Light" 


1993 


A CHESHIRE CATASTROPHE 


Woke up this morning with a grin in my head. 
Couldn't even find a reason just to fall back in bed. 
No mornin’ blues, no.. I was feelin' just fine. 
This sorta day should happen more of the time. 
I heard this little tune, playin' on my radio-brain 
So I picked up my guitar 'cos 
If I didn't catch it, it might never come again 
And I kinda like the way it ran... 


Then I remembered I was s'pose to meet you..... 


I tried to get there, but what could I do? 
My horse sank. My boat threw a shoe. 
There was an earthquake, a tidal wave, a flood, a monsoon, 
And I was halfway out the door when words to the tune 
Just started comin’ and I 
had to stop and write them down 
‘Cause if I didn't, they might never come again 
and I'd be stuck with an instrumental... 


1999 


(title from Ed Lawrence, 
from his book "Reinventing the Wheel...Of Karma") 


THE PROPER CAPER 


Classical (nylon-strung) Guitar 
Electric Bass 

Toy Xylophone 

Jug 


THE FIRST UNSPOKEN 


Someone once said - or maybe they sang it 

Something about how the singing begun. 

But they sang it too loud - or maybe they rang it 

And the bell broke in pieces and the song went unsung. 


I once knew a poet who could dance on a table 
But could never quite stand on the head of a pin. 
Who fell into the world and never was able 

To dance on a song and get back out again. 


I met a young girl with a fine sense of wonder 

She kept looking for things to wonder about. 

She wondered about dust, she wondered about thunder, 
She wondered about legends, and asteroids, and doubt. 


A dog in a room with a rat and a pony 

Was writing a history of lightening and smoke. 
A pig and six apes, with a pound of baloney 
Consumed every copy and shat out a joke. 


A traveler once came to a half-hidden city 

Where the shadows were laughing and the Sun never shone. 
He carried a staff, a star, and a lantern 

And he left them behind him when he traveled on. 


Well, if you ever get to a place where you're happy - 

You don't know how you did it, but somehow you're there. 
You know you can't stay - it'd turn into a trap, but be 
Happy in one place, and you can be anywhere. 


1995 


HYMN #23 


In the Sweet By-And-By 

when we meet on that shore, 

we will all stand together 

'til we can't stand no more. 

Then we'll all sit down 

‘til we stand up again. 

It's good enough for me. 

Gimme that Old Time Religion 
just like we used to had. 

If we all go backwards, 

maybe things won't seem so bad. 
‘Cause the future is frightening 
and the present reeks of gloom, 
and the profits of Power 

pay the prophets of Doom. 

Oh the sheep are for the fleecing, 
and the lambs are for the knife, 
when we're all too scared to care. 


1995 


THE I FORGET WHO BLUES 


If you're lookin' for a way 

Or maybe for a why 

There's one thing to remember 
I'll recall it by'n'by 

Simple things are 

Easy to forget. 


Somebody told me, 
Somebody told me. 


There's too much to do and so I'm 
Goin' back to bed. 

There's too much to think about, 
It's wearing out my head. 

Trouble and Worry 

Fixin' to find me. 


Somebody told me, 
Somebody told me. 


Some like it easy, 

Some don't like it at all. 
Some just like a little 

So they try to make it small. 
That ain't no way to 

Justify your time. 


Somebody told me, 
Somebody told me. 


1999 


POOKA 


Solo Guitar in 
Open G tuning 


THE FROST ON THE BUMPKIN 


Hark to the sound behind you 
It's the first song that you heard. 
Now step out the half-remembered dance 
And speak the silent word. 
In Invocation, seek assistance 
In action, all aid return. 
Karma's deals spin Dharma's wheels 
Release and Renewal give fresh breath to the Fool. 


New Moon high in the House of Change, 
And then in the Eye of the Bull. 
It grows apace to a pumpkin face 
Then grins until it's full. 
Sun sets too soon in a sullen sky 
Cloud-heavy, gray, and old. 
Winter lurks in the leaf-brushed wind. 
Prepare for it's coming or be caught in the cold. 


1993 


NADIR 


Cleopatra's dreamin' of a face made of sand. 
She smiles as it tells her its name. 
She picks it up and lets it slip through her hands. 
She says its all part of the game. 
There's shadows at the window, 
There's whispers at the door, 
There's a sound that she doesn't quite hear. 


She tries to ignore it, says its all such a bore 
And if she woke now it would all be too clear. 

Argument is pointless, 

and reason's just as bad. 

Intuition offers nothing at all. 
Cleopatra's crooning to a face made of stars. 
She's dreaming it will come to her call. 


She writes a Name upon the hovering sky. 
She whispers a Word to the night. 

But the Name is illusion and the Word is a lie, 
And the dreaming has stolen her Sight. 


Cleopatra's happy with whatever remains, 
She's satisfied to dream she's awake. 

The angles collide in a confusion of form, 

But she's learned enough to give when it takes. 


1995 


SECRET, LIKE HER NAME 


In a solitary candle's incandescence 
Soft elusive mysteries are fed 

Elegant and ancient to the senses 

To call the eye and so the mind is led 
To the endless high and the distant far 
Gravity relents and suddenly you are 
Surrounded by stars. 


1994 


SURROUNDED BY STARS 


Classical Guitar 
Gong 


nba 
as” 


I 


GROWL 


Rain comes dancin' on my 

Helpless head-top, makes me 

Think of bells, and toes, and circumstance 
Like soft nostalgia through a 

Quilted word-web, but it's 

Still mostly bullshit through a 

Rosy glass. 

Sun through the trees sets 

Wall shadows swimmin' 

As evening slides into the singing sky. 


I call it Wednesday 'cause we 
Had a Friday just a 

Week from Sunday a few days ago. 
Two quarts o' nothin' 

And a half-bag o'whispers 

I don't know why 

It's just the way it goes 

Too much to dream of 

This close to morning. 

Too hard to know what when you 
Don't know why. 


Highlights still dancin’ on that 

Hopeful Headland...waiting for something, 
But no one knows when. 

You sense it growin' in what 

Could be distance or it 

Could be darkness or something 

Else again. 

It hardly matters. 

No need to worry. 

The sun's still shinin' ever now and then. 


Don't want to crawl up any 
Corporate drainpipe, 

Don't want to compete for some 
Booby-prize. 


Don't want to slide down any 
Slip-shod brain-drain 
I can't convince myself that truth is lies. 


So if the way Out 
Is through the"IN" door 
I'll go through backwards, upside-down, and High. 


RETURN 


Where the sands of Yesterday 
Meet the waters of Tomorrow 

I shall rest upon my way 

And return what I have borrowed 
To the Dreamer and the Deed 

To the Poets and the Singers 

To the ones who came in need 
And the ones who came as Bringers. 
Between the banks 

Of Now and Then, 

I will rest upon this river 

And return the gift again 

To be given to the giver. 


1993 


FIVE ONE TWO THREE... 


We were drinkin' cheap wine at the edge of space, 
Out where the stars are dim and few. 

Somebody suggested that we split the place 

And go see if the rumours were true. 

So we chose a new direction 

Tho' they're much the same from there. 

‘Cause when you're on The Nowhere Special 

at the speed of Time 

you can get most anywhere. 


We were gathered 'round a cheery pipe-fire 

Just out past the edge of Time. 

We were sharing dreams and visions 

And we were feeling most deliberately fine. 

We heard some mutter mumble about money 

As some yuppie snorked his bottom lines. 

And there was some politician rammin' his two cents in 
Ain't it strange the way some folks treat their minds? 


We were playin’ music with our hearts and heads 

In the ruins of the State of Lie. 

And if we can't claim credit for the way it fell, 

Well at least we gave it our best try. 

‘Cause we waited through the darkness, 

And we sang to call the Light. 

And we danced to the music and we played for the dance 
And made love to drive away the night. 


1992 


FATE OF THE ART ADDRESS 


One time too many 
Time upon turning time. 
Too little reason 

And not enough rhyme. 


The music's uneasy 

The words drowned in the beat. 
The dancers are clumsy 

Melting in their own heat. 


Is this as High 
As you're gonna get? 


What is remembered 

Can be forgotten 

When memories are altered 
And remembered again. 


To free Tomorrow 

Know your Yesterday 

Not as Illusion 

But in return to the way 
We danced the Dark away 


When it was High 
As it's gonna get. 


1991 


CHANGELING 


12 String Lap Steel Guitar 


POSTCARD 


We eagerly read your desperate letter - 
We think it's yours, but we're not really sure. 
The references are none too familiar, 
And the language is distinctly obscure. 
Maybe 
you should try some 
time in the sun 


‘Cause all this is really hard to decipher. 
It might help if you knew where you were. 


What was all that about an "Illinois dragon"? 
I can read what you wrote, but I don't know what you mean. 
Was it you or them who had to borrow a handle? 
And could you please explain about the mirrors turning green? 
And let us know 
if we should 
Send your things... 


So..uh...stay well, and try not to worry. 
Most likely is, it'll all turn out right. 
Please excuse my writing in pencil... 
It's after 3, they're all asleep for the night. 
So long and 
Do write if 
You get the chance, 


1994 


RESTRICTION 


Some mutter mumble 'bout slow-motion fast-forward 
Not really movin' movin' but not quite reverse. 
Sellin' you yesterday, a safe place to hide out in - 
Things won't get better, but they may not get worse. 
That sorta double-dumb 
Might fool the headless, 
But there's still those around who know blessing from curse. 


Alien artifacts, abstract illusions, and absolute oddities 
May get out alive. 
If you tickle the linear into entropic curve 
And move four ways at once, you may just survive 
Hone your Intelligence 
Up-grade your Consciousness 
Know your Reality, one out of five. 


Rulemakers rumble in thunder-voice from the Eye 
Numbing the mind and eroding the soul. 
Eager nonentities gather to genuflect 
They know they want something, but not what or why. 
So they form a big circle 
Howl hopeful helplessly. 
But don't bother to bother or trouble to try. 


Get it up, take it back, turn it on, send it out- 
Try to attract it while trying to hide. 
Effective futility is negative functional. 
Such a big simple to miss by so wide. 
Too much inventiveness 
Buzz-bombs the status quo... 
Reality's virtually real from both sides. 


1990 


Soft Blues Fall 


"Soft rain falling on a sweet blues line"* 
A tranquil feeling falls on me. 

I've been a lot of place in space and time, 
This is an easy place to be. 


Soft rain falling 

Soft blues calling 

Me to remember sweet rain sounds. 
Soft rain calling 

Sweet blues falling 

Let the soft blues relax your mind. 


*from an article written by Fritz Richmond 


A TIME OF THE SIGNS 


"Get.thee glass eyes and like a scurvy politician 
seem to see the things thou dost not." 


The time of choosing is upon us now 

If we lose it now it's lost for sure. 

And the next chance will be a long wait away 
And there'll be 

No pity 

On the poor. 


Lies and illusion pass for honour 
As we ignore the hungry night. 
Pretend to sleep or pretend waking 
Outside 

A small circle 

Of light. 


In the shadows, subtle shapes are shifting. 
Hard-eyed and eager for their chance. 
They know the ones who control the music 
Are the ones 

Who control 

The dance. 


Don't look to Power for protection. 

It only is to serve its ends. 

The worst of us will seek to seize the source of strength 
And addiction 

Knows no lovers, 

Needs no friends. 


"Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark at a beggar?... 
And the creature run from the cur? There thou mightst 
behold the great image of authority. A dog's obeyed in office." 


The time of Choosing is upon us 

And Choice is freedom's other name. 

We will be taken back if we don't push ahead, 
But from here on 

It will never 

Be the same. 


1993 


LIGHT AS A SHADOW 


And it's another morning 
Another night is done 
Now the Moon is sung to sleep 
By the waking Sun 
And stars hide to weave their dreams 
Behind the dreaming clouds 
And colours dance to crystal song 
Another day's begun. 


And it's another evening 
The day has rolled away 
Memories are stored and filed 
Until another day 
Now stars send their dreams to seek 
The waiting dreamers' minds 
And shadows dance to candle song 
Another day is done 


1993 


SIEGE PERILOUS 


There is Wisdom that's sung down the Ages, 

A Knowing that has no beginning or end. 

It's whispered by Fools and its chanted by Sages: 
Recognize, Analyze, Comprehend, and Transcend. 


Sometimes I feel like I know where I'm going. 
Sometimes I can almost recall where I've been. 
Sometimes I can see between thinking and knowing. 
Sometimes I can almost believe what I see. 


It's once for the wonder and once for the thrill, 
And then once more again for no reason at all. 
It's here then it's gone and it list where it will, 
It'll dance when you play, it'll come when you call. 


Call it a quest or call it as crazy, 

Call out the measure as Time steps away. 

If you look close, you can see me grow hazy. 

You could listen all night and not hear what I say. 


There is a gnosis as new as forever- 

You tell it again every time that you breathe. 

It mends what you break and it heals what you sever, 
It gives what you get; what you give, it receives. 


1992 


THE EVENING AFTER 


In the coming and the going 
The sense of movement can be lost. 
In the seeing and the knowing 
There is neither price nor cost. 
In the circus of believing 
Truth is consequenced by time. 
In the giving and receiving 
Let the rhythm set the rhyme. 
Until it comes again. 


In the real there's only one road 
All that you choose is your own speed. 
What you carry is your own load 
Of what you want and what you need. 
You are captain of your own ship 
But not ruler of the sea. 
You are the guide upon your own trip 
You decide what is to be. 

Until it comes again. 


One brave lunatic yet howls at the desecrated Moon 
and the single, simple thing still divides at his call. 
Change comes whether we bid it or not. The path 

may sometimes seek the foot. 

The lunatic wonders and finds that wonder sufficient 
without inquiry. His madness requires no solutions to 
dilute his illusions. He can carry gravity in one hand. 
When people meet the lunatic, he gets in the first laugh. 
They are lured to the edge of the precipice, given views 
of depth to strengthen their sense of height. 

The lunatic is always dizzy. He's seen the backs of 
soaring birds and the tops of clouds and the 

fine blue threads that sew the world together 


(from: "The Gezunthiet Sonata, an Etude in B Natural") 


We are frightened by the brightness 

When we step into to the light. 

Fear is the source of all uptightness 

And fear will manifest as might. 

"There is a truth beyond all knowing 

Only a fool would dare deny."* 

It's in the looking beyond seeing 

To where the truth shows through the lie. 

And even in the evening after 

Further visions can be gained. 

In the departures and returnings 

Of what has gone and what remained 
And then it comes again. 


1996 


JINGLE 


There comes a time, or so they say, 

When colours fade and shades of gray 

Are all you're ever gonna, all you'll ever wanna see. 
You'll start to think it's all you're ever gonna be. 
Well if you buy that con, they got you cold, 

From that point on your brain gets old 

So smoke your neoteny. 


1993 


AUTUMN DAY REFLECTION SONG 


Life goes on just rattle'n'rollin'. 

Days like moments, nights more slowly. 
Some are lost and some are stolen. 
Some are swift, sweet, gold, and holy. 


Here I go 
There I stay. 


1998 


PART TWO OR THREE OF PART ONE 


Too much cause and not enough reaction, 

Times get tidal when the boat ain't rocked. 

It ain't like I can't get no satisfaction... 

Whether I'm in or out, the door's still locked 
Could be that I've gotten 


Lost in the Pattern lookin' for a key to 

Some sort of reason for the way it is. 

I never figured that it would be me who... 

I never thought that there might be a quiz 
Could be that I've lost my 


Way things are headed, I predict some changes 
Up doesn't like it when you hold it down 
Eventually it just rearranges 
Well, there's so much of it to go around 

Could be that I ought to 


Let it shift...and let it shimmer 
Let it be everywhere and I'll be here. 
Even the darkest night has some small glimmer 
Could be a sign some kinda dawn is near 
Could be it could be it could..... 


1997 


UP TO YOU 


You have hidden it 

In a secret place, almost forgotten. 
It is a Stone, it is a Rose. 

You are forbidden it, 

Told the leaf is poison and the fruit is rotten- 
Forget the highs, accept the lows. 

In your deep it sighs 

Softly as a breath of freedom. 

You hardly hear it in your night. 

All those weary lies- 

You don't want 'em, you don't need 'em 
But you can't find a spark of light. 
And your broken dreams 

Turn to the dark, rejecting any 

Cold delusion but the last. 

You are the pawn of schemes- 

Hard and subtle, one and many, 

To trap your future in their past. 
There's a world beyond 

All that you've been taught and told, 
And you can find it if you seek. 

It isn't lost or gone- 

Life is more than getting old 

Above this fog there is a peak. 


1999 


NEVER INCLUDES THAT 


They were waiting by the river 

For some kind of Second Chance. 
There was music in the distance 

For the sunset's wild dance. 

And the sudden sense of wonder 
Taught them all how much they know. 
So they built a simple fire 

As the stars began their show. 


There's a sense of resolution 

In a parting of the ways. 

Once a choice of paths is taken, 
What more is there left to say? 
To the wondering and waiting 
To the wandering and free. 

All the time you will be needing 
Is the time that you will be. 


Where the angels will not venture 
And the devils fear to tread 

All the words that are unspoken 
Wait in silence to be said. 


1999 


A FINE VINTAGE WHINE 


This piece 

is played on 

a 1950s (I think) 
Mossrite Dobro 
in Open G tuning. 
It plays through 
once with a 

solo guitar and 
then repeats 
with a second 
guitar track 
being added. 


THE NAKED MYSTERY 


She cracked her smoky eyelids like a silent, silken whip. 

I said, "That's no way to justify your needing!" 

There was someone else behind her I could only shadow-see 
But I felt his mind and it was like sharks feeding. 

I was standing in a Circle, I was moving in a Square, 

I was here and there and somewhere else beside'n 

She was selling testimony, I was thinkin' for myself. 

And that other, he had something he was hiding. 

The Sun, it was in Pisces and the Moon, it was insane 

The Planets and the Signs all kept their seasons. 

The Elements were dancing to the pipes the High can hear, 
And the Rhythms, they were ballin' with the Reasons. 
Architects were plannin' for that New Home in the sky. 

The Forests came back soft as shadows dreaming. 

She smiled 'cause she was told to; I laughed 'cause I was there 
And that other one just kept on with his scheming. 

Time was still dispensable and Space was nothing but. 
Eternity was still disguised as years. 

She offered used solutions; I passed on some spare jests, 
Neither of saw that other disappear. 


1997 


GRACE OF STATE 


Higher than the sound of Light. 
Higher than a box of kites. 
Higher than the Aether gas. 
Higher than an eagle's ass. 


A whole-in-one 

No difference, no dismay. 
Visions abound, 

Close to the Sound 

I'll stay 

‘till I float away... 


Higher than a mountain peak. 
Higher than a covert leak. 

Higher than the shrieks of fear. 
Higher's where you get from here. 


Forever is right now... 

Now is gone. 

Another appears, 

There you are here, you go 
Always becoming 


Higher than you were before. 
See it all and you'll see more. 


1998 


DARK AFTER 


The trees burn bright, the sun burns pale. 
Windboats of trees unleaf their sails. . 
Goose-song across the moon. 
Cloud-song on day. 
Summer is gone and I must stay. 


Crow caws on barren, browning ground. 
The season's somber knows it's sound. 
Change is the oldest Law, 
Ancient and sure. 
And through all Change the Real endures. 


1999 


FLASH 


Third-eye wink, 

Tell me whatcha think. 

Wasn't that a tasty dish 

to set before a fink. 

Cool-guy pie never gonna get ya High, 
But you're gonna have to do, 

So you'd better learn to think. 


When you notice that a never 
Lasts as long as a forever 
Better sooner than a later 

If we're gonna getta better. 
What you take is what you get 
Check the prize before you bet 
‘Cause a little later better 
Doesn't benefit the getter. 


1999 


A FINGER IN THE WIND 


Someone was asking a question 
About what for and how long. 
Didn't get much of an answer, 
And what there was there was wrong. 
But that's the way it goes when it 
Goes the wrong long way. 


There's all this fear of the future, 
Shovin' the world in reverse. 
But re-run isn't improvement 
And these Good Old Days are worse. 
At least for anyone who hasn't 
Scrambled on top. 


Try not let it disturb you. 

It's not as bad as it seems. 

Mostly it's like you got stuck in 

Somebody else's bad dream. 
Besides if you think about it too much 
It can drive you sane. 


I really dig on the Mystery- 

It helps pass the time. 

I like to set it to music it. 

I like to put it in rhyme. 
I like to play around in it 
To relax my mind. 


Once in a while there's a joy-buzz. 

Every so often we shine. 

We burn off some of the Shadow, 

And let uptightness unwind. 
And in that moment, we become 
What we're supposed to be. 


POCKLAW SLAP 
(tune: "Little Sadie", Trad.) 


Chicken is a chicken, not a hare in a hat, 

And you don't know much if you don't know that. 
Ladies form a Circle and the gents form a Square. 
Wave your hands in the air like ya just don't care. 


One time, two times, three times, four. 
Five times full, then there ain't no more. 
It's twice to turn, then back again. 
S'been the same since now was then. 


Take to the streets or take to the hills, 
Take a number, or take some pills. 
Some go back, some come ‘round 
Some go up, and the others go down. 


Paid yer nickel and ya took yer chance. 

You heard the Music so you joined the Dance. 
Stepped so high, spin'd and twirled 

Now you're dancin' in another world. 


1998 


THE GORDIAN WHATNOT 


Moon-light 

Was just another substitution. 

Star-eyes 

Winked like they were on my side. 

Cold wind 

Sent a shiver down my intuition. 
Sometimes something new has to be tried. 


And so I sang to the night. 
Echoing harmonies 
Sang the singing back to me. 


This time 

Won't exercise my hesitation. 

Full on 

Just to find out where it goes. 

This life 

Never seems to lack for inspiration 
Everything waits to show you what it knows. 


And in the swiftness of the years 
Some things are found 
And some things disappear. 


Shadowdance 

So soft you only just perceive it. 
Night sky 

Less subtle, but still fine. 


My head-set's 
Turned on ready to receive it. 


Tuned in 
To the space between the lines. 


I've been here before; I'll be here again. 


It's where I find myself 
Between the now and then. 


1998 


TALES OF HEDZOR 


#5: in which Hedzor, disguised as a Stranger, helps turn 
a group of paranoids on to the possibilities of the Infinite. 


"There's just time for one more question," 
Said The Man Who Never Sleeps, 

"But we may not hear the answer, 

‘cause we're that close to the leap. 

Even now the days are darkling 

And the nights are hid away. 

Say it now or see it silenced 

If there's something you should say 

In the cold light of dawn, light of dawn." 


Well nobody made a motion 

Not a simple word was spoke 

Until someone from the silence sang, 
"Is this some kind of joke? 

Anyone who augers endings 

Must have somehow missed the point. 
So be banished all such sendings- 

O avaunt - yea, and aroint! 
Tomorrow, if I may point out, 

Is a potential Yesterday 

And it's shaped by your intentions 

As you wander through Today 

To the cold light of dawn, light of dawn." 


Then back into the silence 

Stepped the stranger with a smile 
Rejecting all duplicity, 
Mendacity, or guile. 

And The Man Who Never Slumbers 
Said, "Well, let's hope that will do. 
One's as fair any number 

And it may just get us through 

To the cold light of dawn, light of dawn. 


1999 


(DARK) DRIFT 


Into this 

. And through this 

Extending 

Unending 

Dissolving 

Evolving 

And learning 

Returning Circles of... Circles of... 


Recalling 

Freefalling 

Not trying 

Relying 

On flowing 

To knowing Circles of... Circles of... 


Erasing 

Replacing 

Inspecting 

Rejecting 

The voices 

Of choices 

Resounding 

Around in Circles of... Circles of... 


Faint ember 

Remember 

The Fire 

Require 

Full seeing 

True being Circles of... Circles of... 


THE E.Z.DOZETTE UKULELE ENSEMBLE 
with Jug, Maracas, Harmonica, & Drum 


FISHTALE.THE MANGO TANGO.SWAYED. 
THE JUMPING FLEA RAG 


URBAN LAMENT NUMBER ONE THOUSAND NINE HUNDRED AND NINETY NINE 


Somewhere in the distance comes the sound of guns at play. 
I know its all the fashion, but, shit man - this ain't L.A. 
Metropolis or one-horse burg, the same cold shade of gray. 
You don't see how it can but still it gets worse every day. 
And the times, 
They need changin’ 
Again. 


There's much too much o' nothin' and its never quite enough 
Social standing's based on owning high-priced useless stuff. 
Get everybody's taking 'til there's no-one left to give - 
Well, swimmin' with the sharks ain't no human way to live 
And the times, 
They need changin' 
Again. 


Politics are Power and corruption's absolute. 
Too many spirits broken young then trapped inside a suit. 
Show the yokels coloured rags and watch 'em all salute, 
And those who don't join in will get the pepper-spray and boot. 
And the times, 
They need changin' 
Again. 


Poets sing and howl to kick the dark and make it bleed 
A little light to somehow try to slow the growth of greed. 
People of compassion are crushed by the weight of need. 
There's just too damn much barren ground and not near enough seed. 
And the times, 
They need changin' 
Again. 


1999 


BY CYCLE TO MORROW 


I don't like to be thinkin' 'bout thinkin’ too much, 
My head gets fuzzy and I get out of touch 
with the things I feel 
And they're just as real. 
So I don't mind when you remind me 
'Cause it only helps me find me 
When the things I left behind me 
Are shuffled back like cards into the deal. 


I am where I am and I don't know why 
Or how I got here, I can only try 
To keep movin' on 
And reach another dawn. 
And if it seems I'm bein' aimless 
I'm just tryin' to stay blameless 
And sometimes I'm so nameless 
I don't know where I am until I'm gone. 


It's a race with a rock, it's a trip to a star 
It's never closer than when it's far 
Away and it's another day 
There is no ending or beginning 
'Cause the Wheel is ever for spinning. 
There's no losing and no winning 
'Cause the spinning of the Wheel is the Way. 


1985 


DRIFT (LIGHT) 


Shadow flash and sunlight flicker 
River through the trees. 
Drift and dream of now and never 
Time is what you please. 


Far from false-illusion trips 
And their weight of lies. 
Born on 
the soft flow 
of light. 


Once before, the Twice-begotten 
Rose to call the dawn. 


Sang the word, and danced the singing 


And the song goes on. 
To set the measured space of time 
Before each being's beat 
Now let it 
be sung 
again. 


THE NOT THAT NEVER WAS 


Three-times-three is the trip of the Moon 
But if it's gonna happen, it had better be soon 
‘Cause I don't want to wait much longer. 
Too much of this too little of that 
Everything's crazy - its dog-eat-cat 
And every day the Night gets stronger. 
Hardly anybody seems to notice or to mind. 
They come and go until the things they know are left behind. 


Total confusion, the guest and the host 
I've never met either, but I mistrust 'em both. 
They exude a scent of hiding. 
Somebody invites me to stay for the night 
But something in the Vibe here's just not right 
And I really must be riding. 
Always offered all the things that I don't want to take. 
When sleep turns sour, the best thing you can do is wake. 


Echoes and emptiness, even in dreams 
If it's not what it is, can it be what it seems? 
Well it seems to be the season. 
Wait for the silence or wait for the shout, 
One thing you can count on - if it ain't up, it's out. 
Well there seems to be a reason. 
Some will sample, some will sing, and some will never see 
What you are is just the present tense of what you'll be. 


1997 


SAMHAIN 


The wind's a wolf howl from the North. 
It brings a chill to the night. 

But the days are brisk and brilliant. 
Sun and leaves both burning bright. 


Trees are sleeping in the cold earth, 
waiting for the Spring to come. 
Geese are calling in the the night sky. 
Going back where they came from. 


Once again the circle closes, 
rests and then begins again. 
And the Ancients knew this turning 
and they called the time Samhain. 


FNORD GAMBIT 


She said she wanted everything 

but she didn't want to wait. 

I told her about Infinity 

she said it sounded great. 

I offered her a nickel, she hit for a dime. 
I tried to teach her Magic, 

but that proved a waste of time. 

She said, "I wanna try something new!" 
I said, "Try trying not to try." 

She said, "I'd like to trust you 

but I've been told you lie." 


It started at a party, 

but it ended in a war. 

She got what she was after 

but she could'a had so much more. 
I pretended like it mattered 

when the webs became too thick 
And I could tell that she was flattered - 
she was hooked on party tricks. 

I saw it comin’ early 

from the corner of my eye, 

but once the Trip is started 

it at least deserves a try. 


So I put my best foot forward 

and I put my best masks on, 

I moaned like I was horrored, 

and I acted put-upon. 

I'd done all this before, 

now I was doin' it again 

‘Cause the surest way to play a game 
is disguise what you're tryin’ to win. 


And that is never hard to do - 

Ya just have to be intense 

It just has to be convincing... 

it doesn't have to make good sense. 


And this Trip, it still ain't over. 

I ain't tired - I'm just old. 

My heart's a little harder, 

and my blood's just a little more cold. 
I picked up some new enemies 

and I shed a few bad friends 

Don't ask me if I'm happy... 

I'll just tell ya, "It depends." 

But you won't hear me complainin' ' 
bout the way that it went down 

And I'll be ready and remaining 
when the next round rolls around. 


1983 


THOSE WHO WERE DANCING 


If I'm going' somewhere, I've got somewhere to go. 

If I'm goin’ nowhere then I then I may as well go slow. 
No need to hurry. Time doesn't ask that much of me. 
But the way the world is, easy is the hardest thing to be. 


I saw today's illusion hangin' on the wall. 

I know I'm s'pose to want it, but there's no interest at all. 
Seems like I had one once, 

but I can't quite remember when. 

But it took me years to lose it 

and I can't see why I'd want it back again. 


When I was young and growing, I didn't waste my youth. 
Now I'm grown older, but that doesn't change the truth. 
All that I learned then, now it still seems right and true. 
But the way the world is 

right's about the hardest thing to do. 


1998 


THE SOUP-DUNKING SONG 


Yz tadey a seema bhunell 
d'mene sekd altaynah 

Nzz gooshdgoll hw'prpt ymetz 
haneep asj dund deezkleep 
Etts dsay eep soondri geeer 
dspeshet mry tohn nefutah 
eztimor etsomt'bodi 

fibita exrobot 


Elbow's got the cricket out 

It must be almost Spring. 

Last week came by just yesterday 
To ask the air to sing. 

Too much happened much too fast, 
But it brought what it could bring, 
Then it left us in the middle 

And nobody said a thing. 


1991 


i 
d 


BARKING BIRD 
0004 


CHALLENGE: 


You who seek to set the world 

Beneath your crushing heel. 

Who set the shadows at our throats 

To rule the way we feel. 

To make us act to suit your plans 

And live to serve your greed. 

Who cage us in your golden trap 

And tell us what we need. 

You who would create a world 

Where none and nothing's free. 

Where the air is stenched and foul with fumes 
That kill air, land, and sea. 

Where children are turned into tools 

To service your machine. 

You feed their minds with junk-food lies 
From your snake-tongued TV screen. 
You call yourselves the Good and Great 
To keep your egos fed. 

Who call yourselves our Leaders 

And demand that we be led. 

You who strive to dim the Light 

To keep the world in dark. 

Who seek to still the nightingale 

And curse and fear the lark. 

You who rule by fear and night 

And would hold back the dawn - 

Your time is done, the Sun will rise 
Your power fades. 

Be gone. 


SUMMERSONG 


With a rock and a roll for to sooth'a my soul 
.And little hit o' Weed for my brain. 

I passed through here a long time ago 

And now I'm back again. 


The trees grow high and the leaves grow green 


The rocks grow still and gray 
Summer danced to the song of the Sun 
Until it danced away. 


Lighten your load and wander your road 
Whenever and where you will 

Here I wait 'til the tale is told 

And here I'm waiting still. 


A dream and a dance on a summersun'd hill 
To a music old and true 

One lone cloud rode the breath of the sky 
And all the world was new. 


The line of the mind reaches subtle and fine 
Beyond the cage of days 

The body swims in the ocean of Time 
Beyond where sight can gaze. 


I look out and the Moon looks in 
The Sun looks up and down 

Could be some day I'll take it all in 
But for now it's all around. 


2000 


YOU'RE ME AND WE'RE TALKING TO US 


Once in a lifetime 
Or twice in one night 
Caught in the blue moon's pale light. 


No one was listening 
So nothing was said. 
A thief in the house of the Dead. 


Moments of mem'ry 
In echo'd recall 
Are lost in the rise and the fall. 


Suddenly somewhere 
From some long ago 
And so how it is is how it goes. 


We wait for an answer. 
We search for a sign. 
The circle unbends and becomes a line. 


The Sun o'er the mountain. 
The Moon o'er the sea. 
The life in the Earth, the living in me. 


An end to the ending 
Beginnings begun 
A turn of the Wheel, a turn of the Sun. 


2006 


THAT BRAND NEW RAG 


As I passed the point of no return 
I said "How'd I get back here again 
just when I thought I knew where I was bound." 
I've been through all of this before 
But I keep comin' back for more. 
Guess its some of what's been goin’ 'round. 


And if somebody asks me where I'm goin' 

I must confess I really do not know 

With any luck I'll know it when I get there 
‘cause there'll be nowhere else for me to go. 


Times like these can twist yer Head 
Life seems like it wants me dead 
I try to smile but all I get is frown. 
I wonder how it all got started 
Empty-headed, broken-hearted. 
Guess its some of what's been goin' 'round. 


And if somebody asks me what I'm doin' 

I must confess I haven't got a clue. 

I've never seen much point to heavy plannin' 
And I like to be surprised by what I do. 


I watch the seconds flying by 
No one can say I didn't try. 
But all my ups keep turnin’ into down. 
You tell me everything is fine 
But your voice sounds a lot like mine. 
Guess it's some of what's been goin’ 'round. 


2006 


AMETHYSTINE 


Solo Guitar in 
Open G tuning 


ENTANGLEMENT ("Spooky Action At A Distance") 


Palm reader scoped the lines of my hand 
Turned New Moon pale,and away she ran. 
Well what did she 
expect to see? 
It wasn't the Moon that drove me mad- 
Why, She and the Sun, were the best friends I had. 
They never asked 
too much of me. 


I could blind you with statistics - 
Give you all the facts you need - 
Leave you staggerin' round in circles 
tryin' to follow where they lead 


Somebody said - and it might be aloud 
That a windy hand had carved a cloud 
To give the air 
more symmetry. 
If I could float in a Summer-sun'd sky 
I'd feel at last I was truly High 
And pass my days 
productively. 


But the questions and solutions 
never seem to miss the ground. 
Years of tonics and infusions 
and I still keep comin’ down. 


Give me a world of colour and sound 
I'll give it right back after one turn around 
I wouldn't want 
the stain of greed. 
The Universe is a wonderfilled place- 
I can't conceive of "empty space". 
(I've no idea 
what I need!) 


Secrets whispered down the ages, 
waiting for the time to shout. 

Let's knock down some walls and cages - 
let a little Freedom out. 


2001 


A WOOL IN SHEEP'S FINGER 


I steer thru’ the night by the simple light 
That shines to guide me on. 
I stroll thru' the fray of the graying day 
And my mind is still my own. 
Its been that way so long I can't say 
But it never stills my song. 
While the Sun and Moon still play in tune 
From dawn to dusk to dawn - 

We can carry it on. 


Every arrival is another survival, 
Every meeting is a Sign. 
A design of Art where you play your part 
And you play a part in mine. 
The road is paved for the true and the brave 
On a smooth and sure incline 
Where beginning and end seem to vanish and blend 
Between the eye and mind 
We can carry it on. 


There are some so mean they can only feel clean 
If they push you in the dirt. 
They run their schemes to chain your dreams 
And they own the ones who hurt 
While those who try to fight the lie 
With whatever truth they've learned 
Move us along with a dance and a song 
Until the page is turned 
We can carry it on. 


2001 


THE OVERLAND VEGETABLE STAGECOACH 
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Solo Guitar in 
Open G tuning 


PLANXTY SEEGER 


I've been here all day 


Just waiting for the morning. 


The stars got in my eyes 
so I barely dreamed at all. 
I thought I heard a song. 

I thought I heard a singing. 


I thought I heard a warning. 


I thought I heard a call. 


Time's the longest road 
that you will ever travel. 

No matter how you try 
you'll never reach the end. 
What you leave behind 

is for those who come after. 
Try to make it good 


‘cause you buy the time you spend. 


2015 


BALLAD OF A SAFETY ISLAND 


When I first met you, 
You came on so sweet 
And I fell 

On my heart 

Like a fool. 

But you tore my eyes open 
And now I see 

You're deceitful, . 
conniving, and cruel 

I cross my heart. 

I cross my fingers. 

I cross the street. 

But the memory lingers 
And when I 

Think of you 

My heart wants to wretch 
And you 

Ain't worth singin’ 'bout, 
Bitch. 


2003 


ZOOT ZMEE 


Every single morning has a 
wonder and a warning waitin’ for me. 
Life is getting’ tough 
but I still ain't had enough - 
it doesn't bore me. 
Kick-back lay-it-down 
pick-it-up and swing-it-round, 
It's easy. 
Anyone can do it 
and once everybody knew it 
but now few see...well, 
That's the way it goes. 


And while I'm at it let me tell ya 

don't let anybody sell ya 

less than beauty. 

And turn a deaf-ear to the paranoid, 

delusional, or just annoyed 

that you see. 

Anyway ya Slice it 

it's a nice piece of advise to be receivin'. 

When trips'n'traps'n'snags'n'snares 

are set to catch you unawares, deceivin' 
‘bout the way it goes. 


Hardy anybody takes the muddy 
with the sunny, but they ought'a. 
Let it get together 

yeah, the worser with the better 
and ya gotta 


Fix it, mix it, let it shine, 
let it be High, let it be fine, let it be. 
Best way to a better day 
is celebrate it anyway 
and just see 
That's the way it goes. 


THE SUSPENDED MOMENT 


Solo Guitar in 
Open G tuning 


TALKIN' TRANSDIMENSIONAL BLUES 


"Welcome to the rest of your unusual life!" 

Said the cross-eyed demon at the gate. 

"We've been expecting you since sometime last week 
But we were pretty sure that you'd be late. 

The ones in control are on a terminal roll- 

What we're short on now is time to wait. 

So button your asshole and cross your toes, 

You're about to meet your instant fate." 


He poked a claw through the fabric of Space 

And tore open a pretty fair rip. 

Then he gestured me through with butler aplomb 
And a wish of "Good luck on your trip." 

I hopped through the fissure with nary a pause, 
All my life I've been training for this. 

I experienced pleasure, disgust, and remorse 
Uncertainty, hunger, and bliss. 


Time ambled by with a cheery "Hello" 

And just the tiniest hint of a hiss 

Eternity drained off the dregs from his mug 

And said, "Excuse me - I am off for a piss." 
Infinity strolled in, impeccably dressed, 

But with never a word for the crowd. 

And I think that Death offered to buy us a round - 
I couldn't hear 'cause the band was so loud. 


I decided to dance so I looked for my feet 

And remembered a time I was proud. 

‘When I took off my pants, the bouncer appeared 
And growled, "Dancing in your socks ain't allowed." 
Off in the distance a violet light 

Was painting what might be the sky. 

I enjoyed it so much in an undefined way 

That I suspected that I might just be High. 


There wasn't a moment, there wasn't a thought. 

There wasn't much left to go by. 

It occurred to me nothing might have to be done 

And perhaps I should offer a try. 

So back through the rip with a Nijinski leap 

Went me with a shout of delight. 

"Let's find out what's offered," I laughed as I left. 

And the demon just muttered, "Nice day for somethin'!" 


1998 


ENDA SUMMA 


I got the story from a clown in a dream, 
And he said everyone knew it. 

This comin’ up and goin' down 

Depends on how you view it. 


When you're floating along the river Life 

In a little boat called You 

There's gonna be some degree of stress 'n' strife 
No matter what ya don't or ya do. 


Its sometimes been said, and I won't deny it 
That everybody isn't the same 

So if you find yourself being someone you're not 
You've only got you to blame. 


Strange games are being played all around us 
And we can never know the reasons or whys 
‘Cause the ones who behind them only ever speak 
In clichés, and buzz-words, and lies 


Somebody speaks. Somebody hears them. 
Somebody promises. Somebody believes. 
Somebody roars. Somebody fears them. 
Somebody laughs. Somebody grieves. 


2004 


BLUES NOIR: 


Rosy finger'd Dawn like a favourite set of beads 
"She sang the stars and then she read their Signs. 
The night passed all too quickly 

and the day came all too soon 

But she had the time to read between the lines. 


Willie had a memory he couldn't quite recall 

It was something from somebody else's past. 

He meant to ask about it but by now it was too late 
You never know which chance may be your last. 


Some meet in Eternity 

Some just pass in the dark 

Some never notice anyone else there. 
Some buy whatever comes along 

Some watch the Patterns shift 

Some stumble on and never get to care. 


Rosy lights a candle and some incense and a Joint. 
Willie pops another can of beer. 

Some unrelated character turns on a tv set 

And gobbles up another plate of fear. 


Last time I saw Rosy she was dancing with a tree 
Tho' most folks might've thought that she stood still. 
Last I heard of Willy, he was running out of hope 
And I hear he's changed his name to Never Will. 


2004 
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(A ROBINSONG DAY) 


Solo Guitar 
in Standard 
tuning 


BROKEN WHEEL BLUES 


Cold gray November 

The sun is low 

Long way I've traveled 

Long way to go 

Gotta get away from, 

Gotta get away from, gotta get away from here. 


It's foot by foot 

It's yard by yard 

Can't say it's easy 

But it ain't so hard 

Gotta get away from, 

Gotta get away from, gotta get away from here. 


They say that all roads 

Lead you to roam 

Been roamin' my whole life 

I still ain't home 

Gotta get away from, 

Gotta get away from, gotta get away from here. 


Some call it up 

Some call it down 

Some say that it's lost 

Some Say it's found 

Gotta get away from, 

Gotta get away from, gotta get away from here. 


It looks like rain 

That's no concern 

Wetter I get 

Less chance I'll burn 

Gotta get away from, 

Gotta get away from, gotta get away from here. 


2001 


MATTY GROVES 


A holiday, a holiday 
_And the Sun shone bright and clear 
Colonel Barnard's wife came into town 
The gospel for to hear. 


And when the meeting it was done 
She cast her eye around 

And there she saw the drifter 
Who'd lately come to town. 


He says "My name is Matty Groves 
And I was born to roam." 

Says she, "Well that's as that may be, 
But I'd like to take you home." 


"I can't go and I won't go 

I dare not for my life. 

By your clothes and your jewels it's plain to see 
You are a rich man's wife" 


"What if I am?" she says to him, 
"My husband's gone away. 

He's off in the pastures far, 
Gathering in the strays" 


So off they went to her empty house 
And to her empty bed 

But the foreman who was standing near 
Went off to his horse instead. 


And he rode fast and he rode far 

Across the plains he sped 

For he had sworn that the Colonel'd know 
Before the sun had fled. 


Matty Groves he closed his eyes 
And took a little sleep. 

When he awoke Colonel Barnard 
Was standing at his feet. 


"Get up, get up." The Colonel said 
"Get dressed as quick as you can 
for I'll not have it said of me 

that I shot a naked man." 


I can't get up and I won't get up 

I dare not for my life, 

For you have two guns on your belt 
And I've but a pocket knife." 


"It's true I wear a pair of Colts 
but I won't need the two. 

So I will keep the right hand one 
And t'other I'll give to you." 


"And you will draw and you will fire 
if you call yourself a man. 

And I will draw and I will fire 

And I'll kill you if I can." 


The very first shot that Matty fired 

He hurt the Colonel sore 

But the very first shot the Colonel fired 
Matty lay dead on the floor. 


Then Colonel Barnard and faced his wife 
Where she lay on the bed 

Saying "Which of us now do you prefer- 
Me or this man who's dead?" 


She looked at him with eyes so hard 
And spoke in a voice so cold, 

"I'd rather one night in that man's arms 
than you and all your gold." 


He fired once, he fired twice, 

He fired lead balls three 

He shot his wife right in the heart 
As dead as she could be. 


"Go dig a grave," he told his men 

To put these lovers in 

And on the stone, this message carve: 
Death is the Wage of Sin." 


2010 


THE PLURAL OF FUTURE IS NOW 


Let's wrap the world in plastic 

And stick a price tag on 

We'll all live in a corp'rate dream 

A night that has no dawn 

The power-junkies call the tune 

The happy masses dance 

And any poor lout who tries to get out 
Ain't got a snowball's chance. 


We'll all be live in Disneyland 

A Norman Rockwell dream 

A re-run of the 50's 

So dull that you could scream. 
We'll all be told just who we are 
And are allowed to be 

Our leaders will decide for us 
What it means to be "free". 


No questioning the status quo 

Or what is Wrong or Right 

No more confusing shades or hues 
Just good ol' black and white 

We'll all be given mindless jobs 

As a useful social tool 

Or you can choose to freeze and starve 
No-one can call that cruel. 


Don't worry you'll get weekends off 
To sit and watch the toob 

You'll be a good consumer 

A happy blank-eyed boob 


With an SUV to foul the air 
As you drive off to the mall 
To buy a lot off useless shit 
To make life seem less small. 


So bend the knee and bow the head 

And do just as your told 

And serve the System faithfully 

Until you get too old 

And when at last they turn you loose 

You'll have the chance to try 

To do all the things you ever wanted to do... 


But you'll probably just die. 


2001 


ONADAWN 


When the Sun is changing colour 
Sometimes comes a flash of Sight 
Particles in constant Union 

Higher than the sound of Light 
And so it goes 

Cycles and Seasons 

Release and Renewal go 

On and on and on... 


Infinity is Space eternal 
Eternity is Space in Time 
Illusion is is Creation's mirror 
Reality's a State of Mind 

Far as I know 

There may be even more 
Endless brginnings go 

On and on and on... 


Spider crawling up a rainbow 
Where did I see that again? 
Half-remembered's not forgotten 
The what is clear but not the when 
Like when you through 

Pebbles into a pond 

And the see the circles go 

On and on and on.. 


it may be we've smoked our bridges 
It doesn't mean we're left behind 

I expect the Sun will rise tomorrow 
And it will most likely shine 

Enough to show 

Forever in motion 

Unceasing, and changing and 

On and on and on.... 


1991 


THE WIND AND THE MOON 


March winds its way back home again 
To blow old Winter away. 

April sets the land for Spring 

And the Sunfire play of May. 

The Ancient Cycle endless turns 

To bring both Fate and Chance. 

The music of the seasons' played 

for Time's slow Wheel of Dance. 


We who learn to play our part 

And who apart do play 

Beyond the mere of Now and Here 

And yet still by day by day. 

We who pause to learn to love the Light 
Of the near and distant Sun 

And grateful of the mirror Moon 

When day to day is done. 


To these the secret choirs sing 

By these the songs are heard. 

And unseen orchestras send song 
By brook and tree and bird. 

And we sing back in harmony 

To the high and soft and clear. 

May you, whose senses waken now, 
Be among the ones who hear. 


2004 


KIMIAD (FAREWELL) 
tune Trad. Breton 


She came 
On the cusping of Springtime. 
She left 
With the first winds of Fall. 
May she find the pleasures of Summer 
And Winter be kind, if at all. 
But here or gone 
She always will be 
Part of the all that we are 
All that we are 
Is timeless, formless, flowing, and free 
Into the all we will be 
AII we will be. 


We stood on the bank of the river 
And bid her with fire and song 
To find her place in a new world 
And know that the Light was still strong. 
That Fire, Water, 
Air, and Earth 
Are both birth and death, death and birth 
Both death and birth 
Are endless cycles, we'll meet again 
We'll meet again and again 
And we'll meet again. 


THE EMPEROR NORTON WALTZ 


This waltz, dedicated to the memory of 
Emperor Joshua Norton I, was composed 
on and features a Bulbul Tarang. 


2K1 


On the day forever ended 

I was waiting for a train 

As the Sun grew dark and faded 

I thought "Here we go again." 
And the stars concealed their secrets 
Closed their eyes and fled 
The darkening skies. 


Well, Yeah...Maybe 


She's got roses for her noses 

and the bells upon her toeses 

seem to tinkle sweet proposes 

but of what nobody knowes. 

Where she comes and where she goses 
oh she never really showes 

but the poetry and proses 

show the highes and the lowes 

and that's okay I supposes. 


LONG THE ROAD 


Once upon a time and time upon a wonder 

Never were the World and wandering a wearying to me. 
How I used to roam and ramble, 

How I loved to jump and scramble 

Up and over any obstacle was set in front of me. 


Never met a mountain that I couldn't make a molehill of. 
Never saw a valley I couldn't hop just like a ditch. 

Never had a thought that didn't grow into Idea. 

Never had a scratch I couldn't match up to an itch. 


Never was a way too far 

To keep me from whatever Star 
Was calling me to find it 

And to learn what it would give. 
Everything that helps you grow 

Will move you further 'long the road 
And when you cease to journey 

Is when you cease to live. 


2007 


THE VOICE OF THE TURTLE BLUES 


I try to keep a grip on my imagination 

but it has a way of getting out of hand 

and then I find myself in some weird situation 
that doesn't go exactly as I planned. 

But when that happens to me 

I can always pull my head in 

and just wait until the changes roll again. 
‘Cause the thing that takes the sting out 

of not knowin' where you're goin' 

is it makes it more important where you am. 


Some eventualities just beat the piss right outta me - 
it do seem like delusion is the norm. 

And when I think I think I see 

the way I think things oughta be 

the shape don't seem to match up with the form. 
But I don't much let it bother me, 

all this what is and what will be - 

its not like there's a lot more I can do. 

'Cause the thing about Reality 

is just so much is up to me - 

the rest, for worst or best is up to you. 


NONSUCH 


This arrangement of this popular old dance 
tune is an attempt to paint a picture in 
sound. 

A pair of travelling musicians arrive ata 
village fete and begin playing. The villagers 
begin to fetch their own instruments and 
join in creating an impromptu orchestra. 


The piece begins with the theme being 
introduced by a bowed Dulcimer and a 
Bodhran with Fiddle, Recorder, Bendir,two 
kinds of Bagpipe chanters (Uilleann and 
Highland),various shakers and rattles and 
whatever came to hand being added as 
session progressed. 


TOM O'BEDLAM 
Or: The Man In The Moon Drinks Claret 
With Powder-beef, Turnip, and Carrot 


Lyrics: Anonymous 14th Century 
Music: Roldo 1965 


From the hag and hungry goblin 
That into rags would rend ye 

All the spirits that stand 

By the naked man 

In the Book Of Moons defend ye. 


That of your five sound senses 
You never be forsaken 

Nor wander from 

Yourself with Tom 

Abroad to beg your bacon. 


With a thought I took for Maudlin 
And a cruse of cockle pottage 
With a thing thus tall 

The sky bless you all- 

I befell me to this dottage. 


I slept not since the Conquest 
‘til then I never waked 

‘til the rougish boy of love 
where I lay me found 

and me stripped naked. 


The Moon's my constant mistress 
and the lonely owl my Morrow. 
The flaming Drake 

And the night-crow make 

Me music for my sorrow. 


I know more than Apollo 

For oft while he lies sleeping 

I see the stars 

At mortal wars 

And the wounded welkin weeping. 


The Moon embrace her shepherd 
And the Queen of Love her warrior 
While the first doth horn 

The Star of Morn 

And the next the heavenly farrier. 


With a host of furious fancies 
Whereof I am commander 
With a burning spear 

And a horse of air 

To the wilderness I wander. 


By a knight of ghosts and shadows 
I summoned am to tourney 

Ten leagues beyond 

The wild world's end 

Methinks it is no journey. 


My "Three Octave 
Dulcimer is a 
Marike 3 model 
from Prairie Wind 
Dulcimers. 

Its size and solid 
construction let me 
add a heavier bass 
string and set the 
doubled melody 
string up in octaves 
like a 12 string 
guitar. 


The title "Down The 
Funny Stairs" is 

from Richard Farina's 
brilliant novel "Been 
Down So Long It 
Looks Like Up To Me". 


THE DHARMA TRAIN SHUFFLE 


Well I made my choice and I never once looked back. 
I made my choice and I never once looked back. 
My life been like a train rollin' down a track. 


From here to there 'til there is here again. 
From there to here 'til there is here again. 
And every now gets turned in to a then. 


I never stop to worry where I'm goin'. 
I never stop to worry where I'm goin'. 
The wind don't stop to worry where its blowin’. 


And I'll keep on rollin’ 'til the day I drop. 
Yes I'll keep on rollin’ 'til the day I drop. 
‘cause there's much too much for me to wanna stop 


THE SONIFEROUS AETHYR 


Sometimes remembering 
Drifts into dream. 
Subtlest essences 
Merge into streams. 
Of what Was, 
Is, and Will Be 
In a timeless moment, 
Lost as it's found - 
Felt, but never known 
And there forever in a part of you 
That doesn't need to know. 
There to become part forever, 
If you let it grow. 
Echoes in endless space 
Can never end. 
All that you say and do 
Is what you send 
To the infinite and all 
That is past-in-present, 
Both in future. 
Limitless in potential 
Unbounded 
Formless void of Time's unfolding 
Soft, eternal Dance. 


Wander through its patient vastness 
In a traveler's trance. 
Sometimes remembering... 


SPRING OF '65 


is a traditional ballad, the year 
referred to being 1865. 


SWEET REPOSE 


I cast my line in the steam of Time 
But nothin' was bitin' that day 
I sent my mind to find a rhyme 
But it didn't have a thing to say 
So I let my Self go drifting 
Wander where it will 
Over pleasant hills of daydream 
Back again and still 
There's 
Too little This and not enough That 
And none of The Other at all 
Tryin’ to pull a rabbit when you haven't got a hat 
You never trip and wonder why you fall 
Time can't seem to make its mind up 
Minutes pass like days 
Days all seem to run together 
Seconds seem to stay 
for 
Ever since I first climbed that hill 
I never could find the other side 
If I get where I'm goin' that's fine by me 
And if I don't at least I dug the ride. 
I was born a very very 
Very long ago 
Been for such a long strange time 
And still so far to go 


TALKIN' TELEVANGELIST BLUES 


When we returned to Eden, 

no angel barred the Gate. 

Just a gray-face newt in a bizniz suit 

who said "Okay, just wait- 

You have to buy a ticket 

if you're planning to go in! 

A three hundred dollars buys an all day pass, 
plus forgiveness for your sins." 


"Now who's idea's that?" I asked, 

recoiling in surprise 

"The one who made the garden - 

or the one who brought the lies?" 

It's the Lord's own private garden," he smirked, 
"tho' it was made for Man. 

The church charges admission 

for the up-keep of God's plan." 


"It costs a lot of money 

to keep sheep in the fold 

and people tend to think all wrong 

if they don't think like they're told. 

But tell you what I'll do," he schmoosed, 
"T'll discount you five bucks 

And call it Christian charity." 

To which I said "That sucks!" 


You can shove your plastic theme park - 
your greed has ruined the place! 

I'll find myself a better one - 

mebbe somewhere off in Space. 

When I get off this planet 

I'll leave your type behind 

But 'til I do you'd better not 

try messin' with my mind! 


Show me a paper signed by God 

givin’ you authority 

But 'til you do you'd best not try 

to stop me bein' free. 

And don't you try to scam me 

that you're God's official voice 

'Cause of all the gifts that come with life 
the greatest of these is Choice. 


FULL MOON THROUGH THE 
TANGLED BRANCHES OF 
AN AUTUMN TREE 


ABIDE 


Times like this are all we've ever known 

Things get better but they don't get best 

I think we've earned the right to more than better 

Life should be more than some kind of test. 
But I'll be here when all the leaves have fallen. 
I'll be here when all the water's dried. 
I'll be here when all the dreams are wakened. 
I'll be here until the test is tried 


There isn't much around you can rely on 

Not too much on which we can depend. 

And if there's an enemy it keeps well hidden 

So you better learn to recognize your friend 
But I'll be here when all the fears come callin’ 
I'll be here when darkness eats the light. 
I'll be here when Summer's in the day-time. 
I'll be here when Winter's in the night. 


Life seems to be slidin' to a standstill. 

There's so much to do that it don't get done. 

The way its goin' if the days get any darker 

The wolves will soon be howling at the Sun. 
But I'll be here and I'll be in the Forest. 
I'll be here and I'll be on the Sea. 
I'll be here and I'll be on the Mountain 
I will be everywhere that I can be. 


2007 


NICE DAY FOR SOMETHIN' 


Every so oft I find me wondering why 

The things I do best are the ones I don't try. 
But it ain't my problem. 

No It ain't my problem. 

It ain't my problem 

So excuse me while I walk on by. 


Goin' 'round in circles makes ya crazy its true 
But I live on a planet so what else can I do? 
Y'know it ain't my problem. 

No it ain't my problem. 

It ain't my problem 

So excuse me while I walk on by. 


I wake up every morning and I look at the day 
Next thing I know its nighttime and all I can say is 
That it ain't my problem. 

No it ain't my problem. 

It ain't my problem 

So excuse me while I walk on by. 


Somebody once told me that you are what you do 
So I guess I'll know what when I figure out who. 
But it ain't my problem. 

‘Til then ain't my problem. 

No it ain't my problem 

So excuse me while I walk on by. 


2011 


THE ROWDYMAN 


Fiddle 

Tenor Banjo 
Mandolin 
Pennywhistle 
Bodhrans 
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THE CIRCLE IS STILL UNBROKEN 


Slow as some days are, the nights can be stranger 
Its like the space between the seconds gets longer somehow. 
When the stars cease to sing 
And the moon's hangin’ silent 
It's hard to see past any passing of now. 
And it's all just a song for the dance. 


Somebody else better look to the tiller, 

I really do think I could do with some rest. 

Give me a moment away from responses- 

When you run out of fumes, you can't do your best. 
And it's all just a song for the dance. 


When darkness came down like a hand of deception, 
Foreshadow of portents still too dim to read. 
You were caught in the storm if you hadn't found shelter, 
And night is to sleep as dreams are to need 

And it's all just a song for the dance. 


Voices in silence and shouting in apathy... 

When the tough get going the going gets tough. 

What were you expecting? A path strewn with flowers? 

It'll take more than hours to make me cry "Hold! Enough!" 
And it's all just a song for the dance. 


Isn't it strange how so very few wonder? 

And isn't it odd how so many forget? 

It seems just yesterday we were heir to forever- 

Well, I don't see how forever can be over yet. 
And it's all just a song for the dance. 


Somebody ought to go open a window. 

Somebody maybe could turn up the heat. 

Someone ought to ask when it was we surrendered, 

Or did we just quit 'cause they said we were beat on TV. 
.... Just a song, for the dance. 


Hold fast to sleep. Don't rush to the waking. 
Don't end it too soon, for the dream isn't done. 
Don't throw it away when there's more for the taking. 
Don't call it the dawn until you see the sun. 
And it's all just a song for the dance. 


A song for the day. A dance for the morning. 

A poem for the evening. A riddle for night. 

I bring you a word that is shadowed with warning, 
But all that I see hangs between Dark and Light. 
And it's all just a song for the dance. 


Call down the wonderbolts! Summon enlightenings! 
And stomp on the Terror with all of your feet. 

Do not go gentle, nor numbed to complacency, 

And let your mind dance if your heart feels the beat 
And it's all just a song for the dance. 


And we'll dance 
For the song 
Never ends. 


THE 
SHAKING 
HANDS 
WITH THE 
CLOCK 
RAG 


The primary instrument is 
the Tenor Banjo augmented 
by harmonica, violin, jug, 
washboard, kazoo, and a 
Kazofon which is my name 
for a kazoo amplified by 

an antique gramaphone 
speaker. 


THE UNFORSEEN EVENT HORIZON 


Waiting for tomorrow I wandered through today 
until at I came to the evening. 

Waiting on a hillside for the Sun to paint the sky 
I watched him dance the colours of his leaving. 


Stars were few to see in the city's shrouding glow 
but not a cloud was scudding in the night 

The Moon was looking well on her way to being full. 
She showed the course of life in her flight. 


Waiting for tomorrow I watched the Sun appear, 
saw the Moon and stars fade away. 

It came as no suprise as the shadows curled in sleep 
to find that I was back in today. 


Changes are ringing. 

The Circle is turning. 

Forever is calling us on. 

Wonders are waiting. 

The Past wants to pass. 

But its still a long way to the dawn. 


SI OHM 
lyrics:Bobby Stahr 


Sun is to Moon 

as Square is to Trine. 

A proper spectrum 
when rightly combined. 
Under the sky 

strange tricks we find 
to change simple things 
to purest gold. 

Never old. 


Seven add Five 

to Eight plus Six. 
Under the sky 

we find strange tricks 
to help us grow 

from young to old. 
Change simple things 
to purest gold. 

Never old. 


THE INSTELLAR MARCH 
lyrics: Rollie Eade 


There is no Time in Space 
There is no Time in Space 
So we've got no time to waste 
There is no Time in Space 


THE BULLDOG VARIATIONS 


Walked along with my hat pulled down 
Couldn't see where I was going. 

I guess I finally got somewhere 

But I had no way of knowing. 


I'm going home some day, I'm going home. 
I'm going home some day, I'm going home. 


I had a dream the other night 

I dreamt that I was sleeping. 

My damn alarm clock woke me up 
I dreamt that it was beeping. 


I'm going home some day, I'm going home. 
I'm going home some day, I'm going home. 


Lately everyone I meet 

Has something weird to tell me. 
And everyone who 'phones me up 
Has something weird to sell me. 


I'm going home some day, I'm going home. 
I'm going home some day, I'm going home. 


It seems like only yesterday 
That I was young and crazy. 
Soon I will be sixty-five 
Then I'll be old and lazy. 


I'm going home some day, I'm going home. 
I'm going home some day, I'm going home. 
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